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IN THE MIDDLE WAY 


Before dawn 

snowy egrets skim the lake 
echoing the moon curve 
into cool cyprus. 


Quail -- 

Seven at least 

In startled staccato 

Like the cold crack of a wet sheet 
Take wing. 


Frightened 

oystercatcher 

with feathers bold black/white 
shivers silently beneath my 
cold hands. 


hawk stoops 

with a startle 

down carmine curved mountain; 
wings spread will.eclipse the valley 
below. 


In the field 

There is the house embraced 
By pink flowered cotton 
That insists. itself gently 
Before the defoliation. 


Sagging roof 

Curves toward the time 
When the field 

Will make its final 
Statement. 


Not 


This place, this face 

| outline with fingers strong with Not- - 
Not know, not have, not not want. 

You will not sense the heart cut. 

We are walking all the time 

Through white birch and treeless heath; 
| cannot see the Tower. 


Half hidden in four hours sleeping, this place, 
Where | touch hands of no substance, 

Of more shadow than a dream of England 

In North Carolina. 

We are walking all the time 

Down one way winter streets 

As narrow as that time we had. 


| wish to see you golders green, but now 
You are as though you could be 

But never will, for Not is not 

A passing strength, is weaker I. 

We are walking all the time 

Speaking words convincing 

As a damn Georgian bridge. 


Princess, ice-bound in mocking jade, 

| would enter streets not yours 

Unless you choose, with proper provision. 
The direction of the traffic is not known. 
We are walking all the time 

In this distant country that no longer exists, 
And | cannot see the Tower. 


Kensington Gardens 


Across the bridge to Charing Cross 
The harmonica man plays to the jingle 
Of coins that | wanted for buying 
Flowers (for you or me, just so 

We'd have ’em.) 

The train then, to Notting Hill Gate 
(the highest heath 

still keeps the tower in sight) 

And wander in silence through fields 
Where afghans sport in seersucker trousers 
And kangeroos race the palace green. 


After a Dream of Smithfield 


Down streets before ourselves, you lead 

To the train station lined with carcasses where 
She standin in dat dam bucket or 

Whatebba you callem, slipping on 

Wet, pink, ohdemwatermelon guts. 

He wuik at dat hahtware sto., 

“Martin & Sons, Offal Salesman.” 

Hard wear on the feet, | tell you, 

It’s a mess ain’t it? 

Hanging out at St. Bart’s, 

The dog name of Quohog Hobo 

Stops a minute where Rahere 

Ate abit of cheese and saw 

Marley’s ghost. 

Now that Frenchie lie under a cairn of coal, 
Nothing to show for that dream 

But a wooden box for your ten pence please. 
And it’s a little bit chilly but 

You got enough turtles around your neck 

To warm all the sons a Luke. 


we meet, 

move away, 

making patterns 

that shape our lives, not 
thinking. 


return, 

leave again, 

never knowing 

when will come the next 
meeting. 


So Much Ketchup 


At the death of a friend 

We stand, remember, 

And give thanks for life. 

One death, or two, can touch us, but 
Not bold type headlines multiplying pain 
Endlessly. 

Fourteen Arabs murdered, 

Eleven Israelis, 

What matter; the numbers are faceless. 


Sipping beer in the den 

We watch as TV pans 

The violated room, where death snuck in 
Like a jackal. 

Scuffed brown shoes lonely 

By the bed, red blood spattered 

On the walls; too much blood, like 

So much ketchup. 

Yawning, reach for a french fry. 


That day in winter 

when cold cluched 

the death blooming trees, 

and brittle-veined leaves 
shattered harshly in the wind, 

| stood at my window 

and traced ice initials on the glass, 
then covered them with my hand 
so you would not be cold. 


for adrianne marcus 


sister, your 

ruthless honesty holds 

a moment of your life 
and looks, unflinching - - 
puts it down 

and picks up 

another. 


you invite me to look 
through your eyes, then 
leave me there and look 
yourself, through another’s. 
moses, columbus, 

your words, their eyes. 


sister, your 

truth burns cold light 
through dark words. 
My heart follows 
your syllables 

and you become 
what you say. 


The Posthumous Travels of Evita Peron 


When the military 
ousted Peron 

in 1955, Evita’s 

corpse 

(magnificently embalmed 
for a $100,000 fee by 

a Spanish pathologist) 
was shuttled by govt. agents 
from one 

secret hiding place to 
another. 

Only in 1971 was the 
body 

(still in excellent 
condition despite 

a smashed nose, 

two (2) broken knees 
and a haircut) 

returned to Peron 

for burial on the grounds 
of his. Spanish 

villa. 


remember 


remember 

that summer after-- 

was it, seventh grade? 
mud-sliding down suicide trail 

in our white shorts. 

never did get’em clean, did we? 
and oh! the secret notes from Sham. 
we thought that was a cool name 
til we found out the sham was 
really those sticky notes we 
gentled under our pillows at night 
written by the girl in the next tent. 
we used her training bras for 

kite tails. we were neat. 

then you left, friend, 

sucked into eighth grade 

a long ways from mine. 

we knew nothing would change. 
we wrote for three years, 

then met again for a weekend. 

it was a long weekend. 


when haz 

eltrees bow 
(late in 

the wind) 

then rosily 

sunset 

bespeaks sudden 

rain. 


sun glints warm on ice. 
melting snow bares dark, fresh earth. 
a winter over. 


October 1973 


We lit green fire 

Down to the surf that night 

We watched the moon come up. 
A ship you said, that red dot, 

But it curved crescent and higher 
And its track was no shippng lane. 


The waves and the sandfleas shivered 
With the pull of that pickaninny’s smile. 


October 1974: Mt. Mitchell 


We four 

have come a distance 
to watch late sun 

lie russet over 
October hills. 


Low rain clouds have 

met us here 

and blotted out warmth 

and that color. 

With now narrow focus on 
clammy fingered pines dripping moss 
in twisted supplication, 

we put our heads back 

and the rain slants scented silver 
down our throats. 

We stand as the drops 

tremble on our lashes, 

then concede to gravity 

and splash our cheeks. 
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